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Izzy Stradlin was walking down the Sunset Strip with a light heart and heavy pockets. There might as well be a 
spring in his step. He was coming straight from a deal with a rich girl who was throwing a party while Daddy 
was on a work trip and she'd bought almost all he had brought. He wouldn't have to worry about food for the 


next two weeks. Hell, he might as well get something nice for himself and his roommates. 


While he was pondering if he should get Slash, Steven and Duff some nice Chinese takeout or fresh booze, a 
flash of copper caught his eye. Outside one of the countless strip joints along the street stood a beautiful 
creature with long, wispy, strawberry hair and pale skin, smoking a cigarette. Only at a second glance, Izzy 
realized that it was a man. That didn't change things for him, it just meant that he'd have to be a bit more 


discreet. 


The man was wearing a little makeup and boots with high heels and he was overall scantily clad, which made 
Izzy pretty confident in his assumption that he wasn't at the club as a customer but as a dancer. The 


question was, was he just taking a break, or was he done for the evening? 


Taking a chance, Izzy walked over to the guy who was about his height, but only because of the heels. 


"Evening, Red. How much for a private dance?" 


"My shifts over, come back some other time," the redhead said without even sparing him a glance. 


It didn't deter Izzy one bit. "I don't live too far from here," he offered while tentatively taking another step 


closer to the dancer. 


The man finally looked up and scrutinized him with a sharp gaze. "I don't do house calls," he just said after a 


long moment of mulling over the words in his head. 


"Not even if the price is right?" It was basically payday for him and Izzy was ready to splurge on this beauty. 


The redhead started to look a little annoyed with him, but he hadn't hit or cussed him out so far, so lzzy 


wasn't ready to count it as a loss yet. "And how do | know you're not gonna fucking murder me?" 


The club he worked at wasn't foreign to Izzy. In fact, he knew a lot of the establishments along the strip 
pretty well. Occupational hazard. "Go talk to your manager or bartender. They both know me. Ask them about 
Izzy. Stradlin. They'll tell you; | might not be a saint, but | sure as hell ain't a murderer or rapist" He bit his 
lip. He regularly supplied these guys with drugs, they better not let him down on this. 


Red seemed to be considering it. "How much are you willing to pay?" 


Izzy went over what he had just made in his last deal, subtracting the cost of the absolute essentials. "I've got 


200$ that | can cough up. And food, drinks and lodging if you wanted to take advantage of that." He winked. 


Red rolled his eyes and stubbed out the cigarette. "Dan better confirm what you've been saying or I'll have 


you banned from here." 


Izzy raised his hands in a surrendering gesture. "That's fair," he said while watching the redhead go inside 


agai n. 


He was waiting for a few minutes and was almost starting to lose hope when the other man returned. He was 
wearing an oversized leather jacket with skeleton details on it. "Dan says you're a good guy and you sell even 
better shit. He knows I'm with you, so if | don't show up to my shift tomorrow evening, he'll send the cops 
right after you." The scowl from earlier was still on his face. Did he ever smile? Then again, it didn't matter 


much, he looked gorgeous when angry too. 


"Then I'll have to make sure you're safe tomorrow, for our both sakes. You ever been escorted to work?" Hit 
lit himself a cigarette and offered one to the redhead, who took it without comment. 


"This your way of asking me on a date, Stradlin?" At last, a hint of a smile. 


"Maybe," Izzy smirked. "You're at a clear advantage here, knowing my name. How should | call you?" 


Red shrugged. "Axl's fine." 


Axl. The name sounded so rough on his lips. Not at all fitting the delicate beauty of his face. Fitting his sharp 


tongue, though. "A stage name, | presume?" 


Axl shrugged again. "It started that way, but now almost everyone is calling me that. | don't really like my real 


name. 


Izzy hummed, not wanting to press the issue when the redhead was just starting to open up a little. "I can 
relate to that. | mean, | also chose my name." 


Axl fake gasped. "What, you're saying your parents didn't name you Izzy Stradlin?!" 


Izzy laughed. "Shut up, it's not that unrealistic of a name." 


They were smoking the rest of their cigarettes in comfortable silence for about half a minute when they 


finally stopped in front of the house that Izzy shared with his mates. He really hoped they weren't home. 


"Come in, make yourself comfortable," he gestured at their sparse living quarters. None of them had a knack 
for interior design. "Guys, | bought new Jack!" he screamed and Axl flinched slightly. There was no movement in 
the house. Izzy let out the breath he had been holding. "If that didn't send them running here, they're either 
dead or out. Both work for me." 


Axl had taken off his jacket and looked almost shy, standing in the middle of the room, unsure of what to do. 
"So.. you wanna get started with this?" he asked awkwardly. 


"If you're comfortable." Izzy gestured at the kitchen "Do you want some water or a drink beforehand? Maybe 
a snack?" he offered, even though he wasn't entirely sure if they even had food in the fridge. It didn't matter 
though, Axl shook his head while looking at him as if he'd grown a second head. "Alright, then." He walked 
towards his room. "Follow me." He generally didn't mind having an audience, but he didn't want any of his friends 


returning ruin the moment. 


His room wasn't the biggest, but it wasn't too ugly, in his opinion. Smaller spaces were easier to decorate and 
the piles of books, band posters and concert stamps gave it some charm. Axl's gaze fell on his guitar, a white 
Gibson ES 175. "Nice," he dragged out. "You play?" Izzy nodded, biting his tongue to keep himself from bragging 
that he could also play the bass and drums. 


"Got some music in here?" Axl asked now and Izzy directed him to his record collection and the player at the 
side of his desk. The redhead started rummaging through it, looking for something to dance to. "You don't have 
the most danceable taste, man," he complained after a bit while holding up a New York Dolls album. 


Izzy hummed, this had also just occurred to him. "Slash might have something," he thought aloud and crossed 
the hall to his friend's room. It was a mess, as usual. "| have no affiliation with this at all," he said with a 


gesture at the clothing strewn around when he heard Axl creep into the room behind him. 


"Is that a snake?!" the redhead shrieked. 


Izzy looked up. Slash's pet was still in his terrarium. He had gotten way too used to the presence of the reptile 
that his first thought after Axl's cry had been that he must've escaped. "Oh, yeah, that's Clyde. He's chill, 


don't worry about him." Axl swallowed and nodded, but he didn't look too convinced. 


After a few moments of digging, he found the record he'd been looking for. Triumphantly, he held up 
Aerosmith's first aloum. "Please don't tell me you want me to strip to Mama Kin," Axl whined. 


Izzy grinned. "Dream On" He saw a Ted Nugent album in the record pile and picked it up as well before 


returning to his room. 


"| don't have a pole or anything that could substitute for one," he said apologetically, but Axl just waved his 
hand. 


"IIl cope," he said dismissively. "I'd like to get the money first though, make sure you really got as much as 


you promised” 


Izzy hummed. "How about | give you the first [00 now and the other 100 after?" 


Axl stared at him again and it sent a chill down his spine. The smaller man truly had a gift for absolutely 


withering looks. 


"Fine," he eventually agreed. "But you better not be messing with me, you don't wanna find out what happens if 


you are." lzzy didn't doubt that for a second. 


He was about to sit on the chair by his desk when Axl pointed at his bed. "Sit against the headboard. IFI be 
more comfortable and spacious." Izzy grinned, excited about getting the redhead not into, but at least onto his 
bed. Before taking his place, he grabbed his wallet and counted out I00$, which he pressed into the stripper's 
hand. 


Axl put the record on while Izzy made himself comfortable against the pillow he put between himself and the 
metal bed frame. It took the redhead a few tries, but he finally got the needle to land somewhere at the 


beginning of ‘Dream On’. 


He slowly turned around to Izzy, who could barely keep the excited grin off his face. The vocals set in and Axl 
started circling his hips while slowly inching closer to the middle of the room. His hands ran along his sides up 
to his chest and down again, all the while he had an expression of hazy bliss on his face that was definitely 


learned and put on, but no less erotic because of that. 


He started unbuttoning the cropped, armless pale pink blouse he was wearing, revealing more pale skin and his 
small, pinkish nipples. One of them was pierced with a ring that had a little pendant on it and Izzy wanted to 
flick it just to hear him moan. As if he was able to hear his thoughts, Axl's hands moved closer to the middle 
of his chest, grazing the piercing and making the pendant jiggle. Izzy had to bite down on a groan. 


Axl discarded the blouse that didn't even cover him that much to start with. He was now only wearing black, 
skintight leather shorts and matching high-heeled boots. Meanwhile, Steven Tyler launched into the chorus, 
which Axl took as his sign to sink to the floor, never stopping the mesmerizing movements of his hips. Just 
before Tyler started hitting those high notes, the redhead seemed to have gotten an idea He reached out to 
Izzy's guitar and dragged it closer to him. When high shrieks to ‘Dream On’ filled the room, Axl started grinding 
his crotch into the body of the guitar while his hands rubbed up and down its neck. 


As every guitarist knows, you get quite attached to your instrument. It becomes almost an extension of your 
body. For Izzy, it wasn't any different. He felt electrified, lit on fire watching Axl grind against his guitar, rising 
up and down on his bedroom floor, lips parted, blissed out expression on his face and God, he just wanted him 


in his lap. 


The song ended and Axl sent the brunet a knowing smile, not oblivious to the slight tenting in his jeans. "That 
wasn't a proper dance, though, you were nowhere near my lap," Izzy argued, hoping to persuade the redhead 


to get closer. 


"Patience, baby," Axl purred. "I'm not nearly done yet" 


Excitement bubbled in his stomach, as he watched Axl change the record to the Nugent one. "Do you have 


some scarves or ties lying around here somewhere?" the stripper asked. 


"Why?" Izzy questioned, slightly suspicious but mostly turned on 


Axl smiled. "Let's call it insurance. Don't want you to suddenly decide to press me into the bed. You're bigger 


than me," he pointed out. Izzy snorted. He might have a few inches on the other man, but he wasn't as broad 


and muscular as him. Izzy had never been built in any way, but even before he had started using his own 


products every now and then, the baby fat had barely added to his substance. 


"How do | know you won't just tie me up, rob us and then leave?" he asked, only half serious. 


"You don't. But you want this, don't you?" Axl countered with a predatory glint in his eye. 


God, yes, he did. So much in fact that he didn't care if they lost some furniture and valuables. "Left middle 
drawer of the wardrobe," he directed Axl, who fished out two of his skinny scarves and strut over to the bed. 
Izzy held his breath while the dancer was bending over him, fixing his wrists to the bed frame. 


"All done," he finally declared and took a step back again. Ted Nugent had already gotten through the first 
verse when Axl took off his shoes and slowly started crawling towards the brunet from the foot of the bed. 
Izzy swallowed heavily when the redhead finally arrived by his legs, stroking over his knees before finally 
climbing into his lap. 


First, he was hovering over him, rolling and thrusting his hips to the sound of “Stranglehold and caressing his 
own chest even more than before. But with time, he let his hips circle lower and lower, letting his ass touch 
Izzy's by now sizable bulge time and again. The brunet was clenching his hands into fists to keep from moaning 
out loud, but he couldn't control the light gasps and sighs falling from his lips. He didn't feel too bad about 
them though since Axl had a smug and proud little smile on his face every time he managed to get one out of 


him. 


Izzy was glad he brought this record to his room as well. It was obvious that Axl was as much of a music and 
guitar connoisseur as he was, you could see the music flow through his body, see it in a particularly hard 


thrust of his hips, the twitches of his eyebrows and the voiceless movements of his lips. 


As the solo was progressing, Axl let his hands run over Izzy's chest. Despite a thin, white shirt that hadn't 
been ironed since he moved out of his mom's place being between their skins, Izzy shivered and whimpered. 
The small and irregular touches he was getting were putting him on edge and made him so sensitive that any 


sort of touch felt heavenly now. Axl ran his nails over one of his nipples and he wailed. 


Nugent started to complain again how the road he was cruising was ‘a bitch now’ and Axl let his weight drop 


on Izzy. His ass and crotch were fully pressed against the other man's erection, but he didn't seize his 


movements. Izzy moaned and shuddered and even Axl looked a bit red in the face and out of breath. The song 


finally came to an end and so did Axl's dance. 


Izzy let out a sob. "What do | have to do or give you to keep doing that for at least a little while longer?" he 
begged. He watched as Axl's eyes trailed from his face to his tied-up arms. The sleeves of his shirt had ridden 
up to his elbows and Izzy shook them slightly, hoping to get them to move and cover his track marks again. 
When it didn't work, he let his eyes sink to his lap with an uneasy expression 


Axl leaned forward, eyes gentler than at any point before and laid a hand on Izzy's cheek. "You can never quite 
get enough, can you?" The brunet met his gaze with pleading eyes. "Wait here," Axl commanded and got up 
from the bed again. Not that Izzy had any choice, but he decided not to voice that thought. 


Axl interrupted the Nugent album and grabbed another record from Izzy's collection, which cover he couldn't 
see properly. He instantly recognized his beloved Stones as soon as the first notes of ‘Start Me Up’ started 
playing though. Axl, without building a lot of suspense, started taking off his shorts. Izzy gaped at the sight of 


the other man's quite erect cock. 


The redhead moved closer to his nightstand and Izzy was just opening his mouth to ask what the hell was 
going on when a finger landed on his parted lips. "Don't say anything right now," the dancer commanded and Izzy 
nodded with wide eyes. With a curious expression, Axl took in the brunet's face while pressing a second finger 
to his mouth, making a pleased noise when he closed his lips around them. After watching the other man suck 
on his digits for a moment, he started digging through Izzy's nightstand drawer with his free hand. He quickly 
found what he was looking for and retracted his fingers, moving back to the foot of the bed and kneeling 
there, just out of the brunet's reach. 


"You don't speak unless spoken to, alright? Don't make me gag you." Izzy nodded frantically. His breath was 
coming quickly and harshly, he couldn't believe what was happening. 


Axl spread Izzy's saliva on his erection, giving it a few pumps before squirting some of the lube on his fingers 
and bringing them between his legs. Izzy couldn't see them that well, but the idea of what was happening alone 


nearly made him lose his mind. 


This was still clearly a performance to Axl. The way he moved his hips against his fingers, his facial 
expressions and the play of showing off one thing while keeping another partly a mystery was the same game 


he had played before, just in a more intense way. 


Izzy had gone commando today and the metal zipper was digging uncomfortably into his dick. He prayed that 


Axl would touch him too and soon. 


When Mick Jagger was begging for the second time to not make a grown man cry, Izzy really shared that 
sentiment, but he was too scared of ruining his odds of getting lucky by speaking up to express that. He didn't 
have to wait long though. Axl brought his slippery hand back to the front and slid up the brunet's body. 


Izzy let out a shuddering breath when the redhead slowly unbuttoned his jeans and started undoing the zipper 
torturously slow, metal tooth by tooth. He hummed appraisingly when he finally freed his erection and gave it 


a couple of strokes. 


Another quick dig through the nightstand drawer proved successful. He ripped open a condom, swiftly slid it on 
Izzy's cock and then sank down on it slowly. The brunet moaned at the sensation of the tight heat. It took a 
moment for Axl to finally be seated on it and he looked the slightest bit overwhelmed by the feeling, his eyes 
wide and gasps falling from his perfect lips. 


He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths before gently starting to rise up and then grinding his hips 
down again. It took a few tries, but with the discomfort fading, the redhead became bolder and more confident 
and started to ride Izzy harder. He was back in performance mode, moving his body in a way that didn't just 
feel incredible, but also looked hotter than all of Izzy's wet dreams combined. Their gasps and moans mixed 
with the sound of the Stones, along with the wet slaps from Axl's hips and the squelching of his hand stroking 
his dick 


Izzy could feel himself get close and his heart was simultaneously beating in his stomach and throat. If this 
was how he died, he couldn't be happier. It was definitely better than alone with a needle in his arm. Axl 
seemed pretty close too, his moans were getting louder and louder, he was shivering and now practically 


throwing himself down on Izzy's cock, when... 


Axl pulled off and came all over his hand and Izzy's stomach. 


"What the fuck?" the brunet whimpered, but he instantly had two fingers in his mouth again. 


"| told you not to talk, didn't |?" Izzy nodded. "See, if you're a good boy, you get rewarded in due time. I'll let 
this slide, but you better not disobey me again," Axl scolded him and the brunet nodded again with a small 
whine in the back of his throat. 


Axl laid down on his stomach, pulling off the condom and licking up some of the precum. He brought the two 
wet fingers to Izzy's opening and gently pressed in the first one. The other man whimpered but relaxed shortly 
after. Axl inserted the second one and slowly moved them back and forth. Just to be safe, he added some lube 
and then started to curl the fingers with every thrust. It didn't take him long to find the spot that had Izzy 
writhing against his binds and moaning loudly. Axl grinned, doubled his efforts and started sucking on the 


brunet's cock again. 


The redhead knew the other man was getting close and he pulled his mouth away for a short moment without 
stopping the movement of his fingers. "You're getting close, aren't you?" Izzy nodded harshly. "You can speak," 


Axl said. 


"Yes," Izzy sobbed. "Yes, I'm so close." 


Axl hummed. "Well, you've been a really good boy. You're allowed to cum." 


Izzy whimpered and Axl's mouth returned to his cock "Thank you, thank you, Ax, thank you, thank..." He trailed 


off with a moan, coming down the redhead's throat. 


They both sank into the bed bonelessly, feeling exhausted and sated. Axl cuddled closer to the brunet and 
started undoing his bonds. "Was that how you pictured it?" he asked the guitarist. 


"No. It was so much better. Thanks for doing this baby." He gave the singer a kiss and finally got rid of his 
sweaty shirt and jeans. Then, he dragged Axl close to him again, elating at the comforting feeling of his 
boyfriend's skin on his. "We'll act out one of your fantasies next," he offered and the redhead blushed before 


hiding his face in Izzy's shoulder. 


The guitarist was tracing invisible intricate patterns on Axl's naked shoulder when a knock let him falter for a 


second. The door opened a bit, revealing a lot of curly hair and a broad grin. "Had fun, you two?" 


"How long have you been home?" Izzy groaned. 


"Since halfway through Stranglehold," the other guitarist declared smugly. "You two put on quite the racket" 


A middle finger rose from the bed, accompanied by the owner's rough voice. "Fuck off, Slash." 


The curly-haired man laughed. "You can act like this all you want, but you love knowing l'm listening. Or 


watching." 


Well, he wasn't wrong about that one. 


